CHAPTER    XXV
THERE was going to be a General Election along the good old party
lines and the men who had worked so well together to save the world
from disaster now rose to great heights in mutual recrimination. Churchill
was convinced that Attlee wanted dearly to turn our country into a
Gestapo-ridden terror and Attlee assured us in tones of great sincerity
that he did not want us to return to the good old times of poverty,
disease and dirt. Here in this village there were no meetings and no
canvassing. It was taken for granted that all would vote one way.
Shaw said: "I once saw a real popular movement in London. People
were running excitedly through the streets. Everyone who saw them
doing it immediately joined in the rush. There could be no doubt that it
was literally a popular movement. I ascertained afterwards that it was
started by a runaway cow. Most general elections are nothing but
stampedes. The point to remember is that peace is not only better than
war but infinitely more arduous."
Walking along the lane one dark evening, a leaflet was slipped into my
hand by a passing stranger. When I looked at it later in the light of a lamp
I found a statement to the effect that "God is Love."
This election must have been staged for G.B.S.'s delight. He listened
to these infants of sixty holding forth on the wireless and he awarded
marks for delivery, sense and sincerity. Like all of us, he was particularly
impressed by the quiet dignity of Atdee's address. "It's not the first time/'
G.B.S. said, "that I have seen an accompanist become the solo player.
He will win because he sounds less of a politician than the others. The
wireless is a good thing because it discourages the spell-binder and brings
out the quiet, homely, sincere person like myself. If there had been the
wireless forty, fifty years back, politics would have taken a different
turn. Nothing shows up more than sincerity on the wireless. I won't
say there would have been no war because Labour was not interested
in foreign affairs in those days of misery. A foreigner like myself had to
jog them out of false sentiment into common sense. Well, I've lived to
see the paradox of yesterday become the platitude of to-day. There must
have been some intrinsic merit in what I say because my sentences sound
equally good on the lips of Attlee, Eden, Bevin and Dalton. Years ago
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